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She gave their vaunt to her roses rare.l

When hei narcisse-eye fiom sleep was raised,

Into every nook in haste she gazed;

She was plunged so deep within yearning's sea

That she deemed her vision verity.

As that rosy-cheek * was nowhere found,

She bode, like the bud, for a space heart-bound. 3

Sleep went, and her eyes with tears were full,

And hence as a dream fled her peace of soul.

And the Moon of the Sunset-land was fain

To rend her robe, like the east,4 for pain.

But the hand of her valiance stayed her course,

And brave she controlled her passion's force.

Though hot in her breast did the sun-love flame,

There remained therein yet a mote of shame.

Though dole had seized her collar fast,

On the skirt of patience her foot she prest. 5

The soul shut close her mouth like the bud,

As it made her heart-blood boil right wode.

Her cypress waved in the gar den-way, 6

Her heart for woe in the sea-depths lay.

Her body played with her comrades bright,

But her soul was woe for the feigned delight.

She beamed at the feast, like the taper there;

Her heart was on fire though she smiled so fair.7

Like the tulip, the cup in her hand she bore;8

1  i. e. she showed her  rose-red lips, thus enabling them to boast silently
how their loveliness put the roses themselves to shame.

2  i. e. Joseph.

3  While the bud is still unopened it is often spoken of as 'heart-bound' or
cheart-straitened', and is then taken as a type of sadness or distress.

4  When the dawn breaks, the east is said to rend its robe.

5  Dole  is  conceived as having seized the collar of her robe and as trying
to drag her back or down, while she has planted her foot on her skirt (i. e.
patience) the better to resist its attempt.

6  i. e. her cypress-like figure moved about in the garden.

7  The ;taper'  is the  emblem  of a  bright beauty.  When lit, the taper is
said cto smile', and of course there is then a fire at its heart.

8  The flower of the tulip is often likened to a cup of red wine.